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Whore Boy 


I was young and unknowing of the disgrace that I had been saddled 
with, born already hissed and marked to be laid with some many cruel 
torturers who salivated within the same breath they cursed. My 
mother’s employ was of a delicate trade which made claim for sailor’s 
wages without ever stepping upon a vessel doomed for sea. It was in 
this way that I had known over a dozen different fathers without name 
but speaking in the same language of mongering; when they could not 
talk further beyond their hello’s, and how do you do’s, they knew to raise 
their coins to get the services they so yearned. The men were sometimes 
dressed in civil clothes but more often appeared in uniform, still stained 


by pitch and tar when they employed my mother. They were desperate 
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and starved creatures, licking wounds with rum-soaked tongues and 
craving kisses to heal their blistered lips. Many came, none stayed. 

My first taste of this trade was attempted before my breasts swelled 
into maturity. He was older but still a boy; a poorly filled mustache had 
told it to me that he wished to be a man but something was lack. The boy 
was a frail creature, doubting and unsure, so low in flesh and high in 
bone. I did not know how to provide for him then. He disrobed and was 
pathetic. I cried when he tried and failed to thrust himself upon me; 
unable to puncture beyond the fats of flesh and the neither of us knew 
what more we could have done to ease the other. It was neither his will 
nor I’s for this to become of us; but the hassling of an older shipmate 
who told the boy that this will make him a man. My blood freckled onto 
him and he retracted away as if I were a monster, remarking that I 
looked like a fish strung up by its wounded gills. The boy wrapped us in 
the sheets and we laid together on my mother’s bed- she was not there, 
never seeming to come around anymore since I learned to prepare my 
own meals. A silence lingered. I heard the boy’s heart beating in his 
chest with an unsteady rhythm and the gushes of traveling blood. Fluids 


splashed like waves and organs rumbled low. 
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The boy confessed that he slept with a senior officer seasoned by 
forty and five years, and the nature of their intimacy would have lasted 
through the full commission if he had not been struck overboard from 
the focsle. He cried as he spoke, choking on his bile and heaving his 
morning’s ration of hardtack in thick clumps on the floor. I told him 
that I could be his man and he said that it couldn't be done. I had seen 
men cry many times, though often they were coddling a bottle and 
leaning into my mother’s breasts like nursing babes. I leaned onto him 
and he shrugged away. 

The boy touched his hand to his mouth. Fingers tapped upon his 
lower lip; chapped and salted and with the stench of rum and rot in his 
breath. He slipped his fingers in. Slowly twisting and contorting the 
thin digits to the shape of his mouth. He gurgled and spat then 
swallowed the thumb after some effort; struggling against the 
regurgitation. His palm was curled and his fingers choked deeper into 
the cavity. Nails gripped on the length of his tongue to force it down. 
His noises were a bellowing thickness of rising phlegm. Eyes watered 
and his throat bulged like the trunk of a tree outgrowing its 
containment, stretched and fattened into a space that had never 


intended for it to grow. His face was ached and trembling from fullness. 
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He stopped at the elbow. It could not possibly go in. The mandible 
pushed lower into his neck; something splintered and his eyes rolled 
back in a puddle of hot tears. Mucus erupted from his sinus. He twisted 
his arm around his throat, tight against the anatomy for something just 
beyond reach. 

“Allow me to try,” I said. “My arms are thin. Like branches, you can 
see.” 

The boy listened, he blinked slowly and teardrops wicked away from 
the lashes. He appeared as a beast in agony looking upon its master with 
beg for death. Like a snake, the fat of his neck widened and narrowed 
with movement. The length of arm slithered back out and was smeared 
with blood; the rest followed, a slow careful contraction as it returned. 
Fingers coughed up wrinkled and warm. The jaw hung loose and low, 
unable to close; his lips and cheeks broke apart like a fabric worn into a 
loose weaving of strings. Stifled breaths labor air in and out of his 
yawning cavity. He turned his head for better angle and there was 
another splintering crack from within his skull. Blood and tear soaked 
phlegm dripped in thick strands from his nostrils and lips onto chin, he 
tried to slurp it back. 


I started my descent. First my fingers, nudging only a little ways in 
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and already he violently gagged against them. When I backed away, he 
grabbed my arm and forced it back. It was hardest of all to insert the 
thumb, so wide in my hand that I doubted it could fit but it slipped in 
wet with phlegm. I could feel the movements of his gulping and choked 
breaths and everything in his body thumped miserably against my 
hand. It was a tight cling that could have swallowed me whole. I 
wriggled it along, slithering deeper into his throat. I could feel the 
retraction of bile threatening to obstruct the path and send me away but 
my elbow was nearing entrance and I was almost there, he could see 
well just how far I had come. I kept going. Looking for something of 
which there was no clue. Intolerant of hesitation, he grabbed my arm 
and pushed it further. A tear fell from his eyes and his throat gulped. 

My fingertips felt a new sensation, I dug towards it for I had no 
other escape. Emerging from the tightness I could feel the belly and my 
hand stretched out into the moist air, brushing the walls with my nails. 
If I entered any further, I would have been up to my shoulder. I kept 
going. My hand was searching. I touched the soggy crusts of what was 
left of his morning rations, half-digested and brewing in its foam. I 
dipped my hand into the acids of his stomach; it was like a thick 


fermented boil of beer. I was reaching then for anything which seemed 
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it did not belong and at last my fingers curled upon something hard. 
Everything felt the same within the stomach; hot and fleshy, but I was 
confident that I grabbed what he was aiming to retrieve. I pulled and it 
did not easily come. For a second time I yanked and there was a pop. 

The boy cried, convulsing within my grip. I contorted against it and 
his acids splashed. He could not make noise; the sounds which emerged 
from him were the boils of acid that I was so deeply set into. I retreated 
with fist tightly gnarled upon the item. Something had snagged but I 
kept pulling. His teeth scraped against my arm and he could not bite but 
nodded himself down as if to tell me to halt but I did not wish to spend 
another moment within. My elbow returned wet and bloody. The air 
chilled me at once when it escaped the sickened warmth of his interior 
and I wriggled to release the rest of myself from his cavity. At last I was 
nearing emergence. His teeth scraped against my knuckles but I kept 
going until I could see in the grip of my fist that there was a length of 
rope thickly gushed with blood and phlegm and bile. I hailed as if it 
were a clipper’s sail and required the strength of ten good men. A 
blackened mass budded from the depths of his throat; it turned 
inside-out with another great pull. He spat out his intestine and choked 


on the fats of his muscle. The boy took the rope in his own hands and 
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kept the momentum, we both gave effort and his kidney was exposed to 
the open air, then his lungs and heart still-beating and the bladder 
oozing piss like sweat. He emptied and his flesh sunk with hollow air. 

The boy was a pile without bone; a pathetic mass of muscle and 
organ unknowing of new sensations. The air was harsh against its skin; 
the little breeze created from a single movement was a great piercing 
wind. I brushed my hand along the liver and it trembled and I thought 
of him as a fragile kitten. 

I wrapped him up in our sheet, it had become our marriage bed, 


and I left my mother’s house with him in my arms. 


I carried him with me as I matured, only taking from him the 
promise of company. He could not provide shelter or food, I once again 
sold myself just as I thought I knew how; the first man to have truly 
entered me was a farmer, the second was his brother. They, too, exposed 
themselves down to the nerves and I had to witness the raws of their 
flesh. More men came and left and I cried sprawled across on our bed of 
cow straw, but I was not alone for I had my boy to cradle. I kept him 
wrapped up in his sheet. He whined and cried and I coddled him, 


bearing my fattened breasts for him. His organs slick and writhe; a 
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miserable pile without eyes to see and ears to hear. He speaks to me 
with the beating of his heart and trembling nerves. I close him up again 


into his wrapping and welcome the next patron into our shed. 


END 


